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"You might go to Yegor's and find out whether he
knows anything," suggested Nikolai as he hurried
out.
She threw a kerchief over her head and rushed down
the street behind him, filled with hope. Red spots danced
before her eyes, and the pounding of her heart made her
almost run. With lowered head, oblivious of everything
about her, she went to meet a possibility.
"What if I should find him there!" was the hope that
goaded her on.
It was hot, and she panted with exhaustion. When she
reached the stairs to Yegor's apartment she could go no
farther. She stopped, turned round, suddenly gave a little
cry and closed her eyes. It seemed to her that she had seen
Nikolai Vesovshchikov standing with his hands in his
pockets at the gate of the house. But when she looked
again there was nobody there.
"I just imagined it," she thought, climbing the stairs
and listening. In the yard she could hear someone's slow
steps. She stopped on the landing and looked down. Again
she saw the pock-marked face, now smiling at her.
"Nikolai! Nikolai!" she cried, rushing down to meet
him, her heart aching with disappointment.
"Go back," he said quietly, waving his hand.
Quickly she mounted the stairs and entered Yegor's
room, where she found him lying on the couch.
"Nikolai—has escaped—from jail!" she gasped.
"Which Nikolai?" asked Yegor hoarsely, raising his
head off the pillow. "There are two of them."
"Vesovshchikov. He's coming here!"
"Good!"
At this moment Nikolai himself entered the room. He
hooked the door behind him and took off his cap, stand-
ing there chuckling and patting down his hair. Yegor
raised himself on his elbows.
"Welcome," he said with a nod.
Nikolai came over to the mother with a grin and took
her hand.

